“Clear!”

BZZZT.

“Clear!”

BZZZT.

“CLEAR!”

BZZZZZZZT!

“It’s no good, man!”

Dec pulled his surgeons mask down.

“Alright… alright… time of death, sixteen hundred ho- oh, what?”

He turned to the row of incredulous faces. Glancing down at the “resuscitator” in his hands, he blinked at it, and cast it aside. He was standing over what appeared to be a shop dummy, with two crocodile clips leading from one of Washu’s microfusion cells, with Ant standing slightly off to one side, clasping a sheave of papers to his chest, upon which could dimly be seen various different graphs, charts, and lists.

“What…” Cat shook her head to compose herself. “What… what the hell are you doing?”

The Geordies begun to edge their way towards the door. Six pairs of eyeballs swivelled to follow them. They bolted. Six pairs of eyeballs blinked in astonishment, and turned to one another.

Cat sighed, audibly, and turned to Washu with a certain disgruntled set to her features.

“Oh, what? I told ya the truth!”

Cat shook her head, and wandered off, as the rest of the cast begun to dispel the slightly unreal atmosphere of what they’d just seen, and milled around aimlessly until they departed, leaving a forlorn looking mannequin lying disjointedly on the ground.

See, Washu spends most of her time in the lab, and as such never picked up on, say, the other possible meaning of something like “Hey, you’ll never guess who I saw playing ‘Doctors and Nurses’ in Ants bedroom!”

“-you mean it means THAT?”

She catches on fast.

“Bingeley-bingley-bingley-goddamn-beep!”

The fic siren being replaced with an infinitely more annoying demon was, thought Giovanni, a stroke of genius. Since its unfortunate encounter with a shark, it recently surfaced when one of his, ah, “associates” found him when partaking in his favourite sport of Raichu Fishing, i.e. discharging massive quantities of electricity into lakes and so forth until all the fish floated to the top. Who knows why the shark was in a lake… maybe it was on holiday, or something, having been driven by the godforsaken Organiser to actually find out just what the time was in foreign places.

But still. It was a bit more jaded nowadays, and tended to replace beeps with swearwords on occasion, in contravention of every radio editor who ever worked. Well, every radio editor who ever worked more than once. However, it got the job done, in that it got the crew of the SoL ready for a good ol’ fashioned soul destroying fic.

“Bingeley-bingeley-BUGGER-beep!”

“Yes, uh, thank you, Organiser.”

“DIS-organiser.” it spat. “The ‘dis’ is there for a reason, y’know.”

“Yeah. I can see that.” Giovanni shut off its radio feed, and turned to the video feed. Being surrounded by feeds always made him hungry. He blamed the homonyms of the English language for his weight problem, and prided himself on having an original excuse at weight-watchers evenings.

He blinked.

“Why is it that every single time I call an assembly on this place you’re always in really, really worrying costumes?” he managed to splutter.

“Oh, they were just playing-“ Cat glanced at Washu, scathingly. “-ER.”

“At least they’ve got the dignity to look embarrassed.” Giovanni was proud of this comment. He’d been saving it for a really special mocking, as on closer inspection it meant absolutely nothing. He wasn’t too pleased when it went directly over the assembled crews heads like a helium-filled balloon.

 “Anyway!” he rallied. “I’ve got a particularly special fic for you today. Anyone here like Buffy?”

Spike had to be restrained.

“Uhm, sorry, I meant the series.”

There was a small chorus of “s’alright”.

“Alright. Now, who likes Harry Potter?”

“Well, we had one of the kids from it up here once, didn’t we? Rob, or something…” piped up Ant.

“Ron!”

“Oh, cheers.” That mysterious muffled voice from the cupboard where they’d left Rob- uh, Ron, on the assumption that the wormhole would crop up again and return him to his actual dimension was really handy on occasions.

“Good.” purred Giovanni. He cleared his throat embarrassedly, and continued. “Now, who likes BOTH?”

The crew froze, and then tried to scramble out of the room as fast as they could. Crossovers were NOT on their job description, as it were. Giovanni pressed the “Door Override” button, and settled back in his chair. After a few seconds, he realised that the crew weren’t stopping in their attempts to get out.

“CEASE!”

The crew froze again, as Giovanni regained his composure.

“You, you, you and you, monkey! Get in that theatre!” he snapped, and went back to trying to schedule the ficlet-rota for himself and Dr Evil, to sort out just who the hell sends what.

Meanwhile, Washu, James, Cat, and, of course, Vegeta prepared for their fate…

**-**-**

Girl's Night Out
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~$~

Hermione Granger sat in her window late one night; it was around midnight on a cold January night. Snowflakes fell from the never-ending sky and added on to the pure white blanket spread out across the Earth.well okay, the Hogwarts grounds. But it seemed like the Earth to her.

Her other roommates were asleep, she hadn't often gotten up, but one particular thing wouldn't let her sleep. Willow Rosenberg. She couldn't get the red head out of her mind. The flaming red hair against the creamy white skin was absolutely adorable.

She wasn't like any other red head, she was different, but in a good way. She always talked to Hermione and had been so nice to her through the years. This was their last year at Hogwarts, too. It was either now, or never. She would probably never see Willow again.

Hermione turned to look at the sleeping Willow. The moonlight shown on her face and made her skin shine. She was so beautiful, no matter what. A lot of guys had a huge crush on her in Gryffindor house. Hermione also did, but she was a woman, not a guy.

*It's just not right, the thought of loving another woman. Women aren't supposed to love each other.right?* Hermione argued internally with herself. She just couldn't get over the fact that-

"Hermione?" someone in her room grumbled. She turned around to see Willow awake.

"Yea?" she asked.

"Are you okay?" Willow got out of the bed and walked over to Hermione and sat in front of her peering out from the window.

"Yea" Hermione replied. She looked away to see the blanket getting deeper and deeper.

"You need to sleep; we have class in the morning."

"I know."

"Goodnight, sweetie." Willow called everyone that. She always called everyone sweetie and it drove Hermione crazy to be called sweetie by the one she was in love with. She wanted to be the only one called 'sweetie' by Willow. Willow and Hermione both went over to their bunks and fell asleep.

It took Hermione a little while longer to fall asleep, but she did eventually. All night through her dreams, she could only think of Willow.

~$~

All day through classes, Hermione hadn't paid attention; she only had when Willow spoke. The other time she spent daydreaming about the red head. Boy, Hermione had it really bad for Wills. Once again, Hermione was awake at midnight.

"Hermione, are you sure you're okay?" Willow again asked after waking up. Actually, she stayed awake the whole time to observe Hermione about what she did, but Hermione didn't know that. One point, Hermione had tears out of her eyes.

"Not really" Hermione replied.

"What's wrong?"

"You don't need to worry about my problems, Willow."

"You're my friend, that's my job."

"Can we talk downstairs?"

"Okay." The two seventh year Gryffindors tiptoed out of the room and down the stairs and in front of the fireplace. Willow shot sparks out of her wand that lit the embers in the fireplace to bigger flames that roared.

"I think I'm in love" Hermione finally said after all of the silence.

"Well that's great" Willow said happily.

"No it's not."

"Why not?"

"Because, I'm in love with a woman."

"Oh, well that's still not that bad."

"It still is."

"Why?"

"Because-"

"You can trust me."

"I'm in love with you, Willow."

